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To eucrie purpofc : O thou touch of hearts, 
iThhikc thy fiaue-man rebels, and by thy vcrtuc 
%ct them into confounding oddes, that Beafts 
May haue the world in Empire. 

Ape. Would 'twere fo, 
But not till I an) dead. He fay th'haft Gold : 
Thou wilt be throag'd too fhortly. 
Tim. Throng'dtoo? 
Ape. I. 

Tim, Thy backcl pryjhee. 
Ape. Liue, and loue thy mifery. 
Tim. Long liue fo,andfo dye. I am quit. 
Ape. Mo things like men, 
Eate Timon, and abhorre then. Exit Apemm. 

Enter the'Bandetti. 

r Where flnould he haue this Gold } It is fomc poore 
Fragment, fomcflender Ok t of his remainder: themcere 
want ofGold, and the falling from of his Fricndes, droue 
him into this Mclancholly. 

2 Itisnois'd 

He hath amalTe of Treafure. 

3 Let vs make the aflay vpon him.if he care not foi't, 
he will fupply vs eafily ; if he couctoufiy refcrue it, how 
(half* get it ? 

a True : for he beares it not about him: 
Tishid. 

I 1$ not this hee? 

All. Where? 

a 'Tishis defcription. 

3 He? I know him. 

AIL Saucthee7flww« 

Tim. Now Theeues. 

AIL Soldiers.noc Theeues. 

Tim. Both too,and womens Sonne*. 

AIL We arc not Theeues, but men 
That much do want. 

Ttm< Your greateft wane is*you want much of meat : 
Why fhould you want ? Behold,the Earth hath Roctes: 
Within this Mile breake forth a hundred Springs: 
The Oakes beare Matt, the Briars Scarlet Heps, 
The bounteous Hufwife Nature, on each bufh, 
Layes her full MelTe before you. Want ? why Want ? 

j We cannot liue on Graffe,on Berries, Water, 
AsBeafts 5 and Birds, andFifhcs. 

Ti. Nor on the Beads thcmfelues,the Birds & Fifhes, 
You muff eate men. Yet thankes I muft you con, 
That ycu areTheeues profeft : that you workc not 
In holier fhapes : For there isboundleffcThcft 
In limited ProfcfTioos. RafcallThccues 
Heere's Gold. Go, fucke the fubtle blood o'th'Grape, 
Till the high Feauor feeth your blood to froth, 
And fo fcape hanging. TruiVnoc the Phyfitian,' 
His Ant -dotes ere poyfon, attdheflayes 
,Moc then you Rob : Take wealth, and lines together, 
£>o Villaine do, fince you proteft to doo'c. 
Line Wcrkemen, ]te example you with Theeuery : 
The Sunnes a Theefe, an J with his great attraction 
'Robbes the vaft$ Sea. The Moones an arrant Theefe, 
And her p<?lc fire, fbe matches from the Sunne. 
The Seas a Theefe, whofe liquid Surge, refolues 
The Mooneinro Salt teares. The Earth's a Theefe, 
That feeds and breeds by a compofture ftolne 
From gen*rall excrement : each thing's a Theefe. 
The Lswcs, your curbe and whip , in their rough power 
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Ha's vncheck'd Theft. Loue not your fehj^ 
Rob one another, there's more Gold, cut thr 
AH that you mcete are Theeues : to Athens t ***** - 
Breake open (hoppes, nothing can you ftealc 
But Theeues do loofe it : ftcale leffc, for this I P - 
And Gold confound you howfoere : Amen. * 1Ue y°B, 

3 Has almoft charmed me from my Profe^ l 

uon jDyp Cri 


fwading me to it 

i 'Tis in the malice of mankindc, that he th 
vs not to haue vs thriue in our myftcry. 

z JlebelecuchimasanEnemy, 
And giue ouer my Trade. 

I Letvsfirft fee peace in Athens, there is no ■ 
miferable,butamanruay be true. p *J mc fb 

Enter the Steward to Timon. 

Stew, Oh you Gods ! 
Is yon'd defpis'd and ruinous man my Lord ? 
Full of decay and fayling ? Oh Monument 
And wonder of good deeds, euilly beftow'd f 
What an alteration of Honor has defp'rate want m A 
What vildcr thing vpon the earth, then Friends ? 
Who can bring Nobleft raindes, to bafeft end/. 
How rarely does it meetc with this times gujf e ' 
When man was wiflit to loue his Enemies : * 
Grant I may cuer loue, and rather woo 
Thofe that would mifcheefe me, then thofe that doo 
Has caught me in his eye, I will prefent my honeft eriefc 
vnto him ; and as my Lord, ftill feruehim withmv lifr 
My dcercft Matter. yWc ' 

Tim. Away : what art thou ? 

Stew. Haue you forgot me, Sir ? 

Tim. Why doft aske that ? I haue forgot all men, 
Then, if thou grunt*ft 3 th'art a mam 
I haue forgot thee. 

Stew. An honeft poore feruant of yours. 

Tim. Then I know thee not : 
I neuer had honeft man about me, I all 
I kept were Knaues, to ferue in meate co Viliaines, 

Stew. The Gods are witneffe, 
N i u'r did poore Steward weare a truer grcefe 
For hi? vndone Lord, then mine eyes for you. 

Ttm. What, d&ii thou weepc? 
Come nccrer, then I lone thee 
Bccaufe thou art a woman, and difclairn'fl* 
Flinty mankindc : whofe eyes do aeuer giue, 
But thorow Luft and Laughter : pittie'sfleeping: 
Strange times f wecpe with Jaughing,not with weeping, 

Stew. I begge of you to know me, good my Lord, 
T'accept my grecfc,and whil'ft this poore wealth lafts, 
To entertainc me as your Steward flill. 

Ttm. Had I a Steward 
So true, fo iuft, and now fo comfortable? 
It almott turnes my dangerous Nature wilde. 
Let me behold thy face : Surely, this man 
Was borne of woman, 

Forgiur my generall, and exceptlefle raflrmeflc 
You perpctuall fober Gods. I do proclaimc 
One honeft man : Miflakemenot, but one: 
No more I pray, and hce's a Steward. 
How faine would I haue hated all mankinde, 
And thou redeem/ft thy felfe. But all faue thee, 
I fell with Curfes. 

Me thinkes thou art more honeft now? then wife : 
For, by oppreffing and betraying nice, 
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enrmany fo arriuc at fecond Matters, 

Eon m Lords nCckc ' BUt Cdl m r C C l UC> 
I \ I mutt cuer doubt, though ncre fofure), 

} thy kindncfle fubtle, couctous, 

f oi a Vforin g kindneffe,and as rich men deale Omits, 

c n/ftin* *® returne twenty for one ? 

St* N TotT, y moft wortb y Matter.inwhofcbreft 
Ooubr^ndfuipea (alas) are plac'd too late: 
You (hould haue fear'd falle times, when you did Fcaft. 
Lfoeft ftill comes, where an eftate is leaft. 
S which I fliew, Hcaucn knowes, is mcerely Loue, 
Daiie, and Zeale, to your vnmatched minde ; 
Care of your Food and Liuing,and beleeue it, 
j^ymoftHonour'dLord, 
For ^y benefit that points tomee, 
Either in hope, or prefent, Tdc exchange 
p or this one with, that you had power and wealth 
r 0 requite me, by making rich your felfe. 

Tim. Lookcthee/tisfo: thou fingly honeft man* 
Hcere take : the Gods out of my miferie 
Ha s fent thee Treafure. Go, Hue rich and happy. 
But thus condition^ : Thou (halt build from men: 
Hate all, curfe all, fliew Charity to none, 
Bat let the famifht flefh Aide from the Bone, 
p rc thou rclceuc the Bcgger. Giue to dogges 
What thou denyett to men. LctPrifonsfwallow'em, 
Debts wither *em to nothing, be men like blatted woods 
And may Difeafcs lickc vp their falfe bloods, 
And fofarcvvell^nd thriue. 
Stew. O let me ftay,and comfort you, my Mafter. 
Tim. If thou hat'ft Curfes 
Stay not : flye,whirft thou art bleft and free : 
Ne're fee thou man, and let me ne're fee thee. Exit 

Enter Poet, and Painter. 

Pain. As I tooke note of the place, it cannot be farrc 
where he abides. 

Poet . What's to be thought of him ?< 
Does the Rumor hold for true, 
That hee's fo full of Gold ? 

Painter. Certaine. 
Alcibiades reports it : Phrmica and Timandyh 
Had Gold of him. He likewifc enrich'd 
Poore ftraglingSouldiers, with great quantity. 
Ta faide, he gaue vnto his Steward 
A tnighty fumme. 

Poet. Then this breaking of his, 
Ha's beene but a Try for his Friends ? 

Painter. Nothing elfe: 
You (hall fee him a Palme in Athens againe, 
And flourifh with the higheft : 
Therefore, Vis not amifle, we tender our Ipues 
To him, in this fuppos'd diftrelTe of bis : 
It will (hew honeftly in vs, 

And is very likely, to loade our purpofc* * 

With what they trauaile for, 

If it be a iuft and true report, that goes 

Of hishauing. 

Peet. What haue younow 
To prefent vnto him? 

Painter. Nothing at this time 
But my Vifitation : onely I will promifc him 
An excellent Peece. 

Poet. Imuft feruehimlotoo; 
Tell him of an intent tha.t*s comming toward him. 


Painter. Good as thebeft. 
Promifing, is the veric Ayre o'th'Timc ; 
It opens the eyes of Expc&ation. 
Performance, is eucr the duller for his a$e, 
And but in the plainer and fimpler kindc of people, 
The decde of Saying is quite out of vfe. 
To Promifc, is moft Courtly and fafhionablc ; 
Performance, is a kinde of Will or Teftament 
Which argues a great fickneffe in his iudgement 
That makes it. 

Enter Ttmwfrom hk Caue. 

Timon. Excellent Workeman, 
Thou canft not paint a man fo badde 
As is thy felfe. 

Po.t. I am thinking 
What I (hall fay I haue prouided for him ; 
It muft be a perfonating of himfelfc : 
A Satyre againft the foftneflc of Profpcrity, 
With aDilcouerieof the infinite Flatteries 
That follow youth and opulencier 

Timon. Muft thou necdes 
Stand for a Villaine in thine owne W orke ? 
Wilt thou whip thine owne faults in other men? 
Do fo, I haue Gold for thee. 

Poet. Nay let's feckc him. 
Then do we finne againft oar owne eftate, 
When we may profit meetc, and come too lsts. 

Painter. True: 
When the day ferues before blackc-corner'd night ; 
Finde what thou want'ft,by free andoftefd light. 
Come, 

Tim. lie meetc you at the turner 
What a Gods Gold, that he is worfhipt 
In a bafcr Temple, then where Swine feedc ? 
5 Tis thou that rsgg ft the Bat ke,and plow'ft the Fome, 
. SctleftadmiredreuercnceinaSlaue, 
To thee be worfhipt, and thy Saints for aye : 
Be cro wn'd with Plagues, that thee alone obay. 
Fit I meet them- 

Poet. Haile worthy Timon. 
Pain. Our late Noble Maftcr. 
Timon. Haue I once liu'd 
To fee two honeft men ? 
I Poet. Sir: 

i Hauing often of your open Bounty tafted, 
Hearing you were retyr'd, your Friends falne off, 
Whofe thankeleiTe Natures (O abhorred Spirits) 
Not all the Whippes of Heauen,are large enough; 
What, to you, 

Whofe Starre-HkeNoblencfle gaue life and influence 
To their whole being ? I am rapt, and cannot coutt 
Thctmonftrous buike of this Ingratitude 
With any fize of words. 

Timon. Let it go, 
Naked men may fee't the better : 
You that are noncft, by being what you are, 
Make them beft feene,and knowne* 

Pain. He,and my felfe 
Haue trauail'd in the great fliowre of your guifrs, 
Andfweetly felt it. 

Timon. I, you are honeft man. 
Painter. Wc arc hither come 
To offer you o*ir feruice . 
Timon; Moft honeft men: 

Why 


